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PRETTY POLL, 



CHAPTER I. 

POLL RELATES HER HISTORY. HER BIRTH-PLACE AND EARLY 

LIFE. SHE IS TAKEN CAPTIVB AND CARRIED TO ENGLAND. 

— HER ADVENTURES DURING THE VOYAGE. — THE SAILOR, 
JACK, HER MASTER* 

I AM tired of saying over and over again 
the same things, so I think I shall begin 
and tell the history of my life. 

I was bom in one of the Spice Islands, 
in the Indian Sea. Nothing could be more 
beautiful than the wood in which my parrot 
father and mother had their nest. Such tall 
plantains, cocoa-nut palms, date palms, and 
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10, PRETTY POLL. 

talipots ; the manchineel, coffee, and cin- 
namon trees — to say nothing of the orange 
and citron trees, and beautiful flowering 
shrubs and vines which filled up every 
space under the taller trees, and made 
such pleasant shady nooks for us birds. 
Our nest was in the trimk of an old nut- 
meg tree ; not such a nest as the birds in 
this country make — all of shreds and tatters, 
and trumpery twigs and straws ? No, our 
nest was a much more comfortable kind of 
thing. We parrots always make our nests 
in the decayed trunks of trees ; and there, 
with the soft wood which we peck away 
with our strong beaks, we make such a 
snug bed at the bottom, which we cover 
over with a sort of lining of grass and 
feathers. There were three of us reared 
in the dear old nest, and fine strong hand- 
some birds we all were ! Don't fancy that 
I am a Macaw, or a parakeet, by the bye. 



PRETTY POLL. All 

No, I belong to the trtie parrots, which 
everybody knows are much superior birds 
on many accounts, and particularly for our 
cleverness in talking. Macaws, too, to 
my mind, are but vulgar looking birds, 
with their gaudy, flaring, red and yellow 
plumage ; and as for parakeets, they are 
pretty looking little things enough, to be 
sure — ^but who ever heard them talk fit to 
be heard ? 

But I am, as I said, a true parrot, of a 
most brilliant, yet delicate, green. About 
my head, however, I have a few yellow and 
purple feathers, which arfe very becoming; 
and in each wing I have a feather or two 
of the brightest red — ^the efiect of which, 
when I expand my wings, is very remark- 
able. 

What a happy life I led in that native 
wood of mine, in the Spice Island ! Birds 
in England have no notion of the delightful 
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12|^ PRETTY POLL. 

climate we come from. No such thing as 
winter there ; and as for leafless branches, 
and snow on the ground, I never even 
heard of such a thing till I came here. 

It was always summer with us — and 
a pleasant time we parrots had, as we 
climbed from branch to branch, or flew 
from one tall palm to another in the warm 
sunshine, and then sat cracking our nuts, or 
pecking at the tough rinds of the citrons 
. and shaddocks. What a chattering and 
screeching we used to keep up ! People 
talk here of the beautiful singing of their 
thrushes and larks in old England: for 
my part, I like nothing half so well as a 
good screech, that I do! And what do 
people who have only seen me in this hor- 
rid cage of mine, know of my agility in 
climbing ? Or how can they have any no- 
tion of the clever way in which I can hook 
myself up from branch to branch with the 
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upper part of my beak, or how I can swing 
backwards and forwards, when only hang- 
ing to a bough with it, or turn over head 
and heels as I hold tight on to a bough, 
with two toes on one side and two on the 
other ? And then what ridiculously soft 
stuff they will give us to eat ! I have 
tried several times to give them an idea of 
how I like a good hard bit of something to 
gnaw and peck at, by eating away a part of 
my cage, or the end of my perch, when 
they chain me to one ; but still they go 
on giving me nothing but soft seeds, and 
chopped meat, and soaked bread. Only 
think of soaked bread to a bird whose beak 
is strong enough to peck through the out- 
side rind of a cocoa nut ! 

But I must return to my history and 
adventures. I was quite yoimg, and had 
never been out of my native wood, when 
a very sad event occurred, which separa- 
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ted me for ever from all my friends and 
relations. I had ceased, however, to be a 
nestling; I had indeed begun to think 
that a yoimg male parrot, vrho roosted in 
the manehineel tree near us, might choose 
me for his mate, when I became the prey 
of a ruthless bird-catcher, who used to 
come to our wood two or three times in 
the year to carry off young parrots, to 
sell to European captains and sailors who 
touched at our island. I was sitting one 
day in rather a sleepy mood, with my head 
on one side, and my eyes shut — not asleep 
exactly, but on the contrary, enjoying very 
pleasant thoughts, and planning to myself 
a flight to the great bread-fruit tree at the 
end of our wood, and wondering to myself 
whether the young parrot in the manehi- 
neel tree would not be sure to follow me 
if I did — when suddenly something black 
was thrown over my head ; my feet were 
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forcibly laid hold of, and in spite of all my 
screams and screeches, I was thrust into a 
kind of wicker basket or cage ; and with 
two or three other companions in misfor- 
tune, as frightened and wretched as myself, 
I was carried away to a great distance, and 
saw nothing around me, until I found my- 
self in a place called a house, in a town by 
the sea. 

Here I was taken from the rest of the 
birds in the wicker cage, and placed in a 
very handsome golden wired cage, which 
I had all to myself. I was yery unhappy 
at first, as you may imagine, and yery 
frightened. It was long before I at all 
recovered from the sorrow of being sepa- 
rated from my family and my dear native 
wood, but by degrees I got reconciled to 
my new manner of life. It had some plea- 
sant things about it, I found ; for though 
I was sadly cramped up in the cage, and 
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could only just waddle sideways along my 
perch, or hop down to the lower one, or 
climb a little on the wires around my cage, 
with the assistance of my beak ; I rather 
liked being admired so much as I eyidently 
was by the man who had caught me, and 
the people who came to see me. I soon 
foimd out what they meant by always say- 
ing " Pretty PoU ! pretty PoU !" as they 
looked at me. Poll was certainly my name, 
and no doubt, too, I was yery pretty. I 
cannot exactly say what first put it into 
my head to do so, but just at this time I 
began to try to say myself what the people 
were so often saying to me. First, I began 
with my name, which I thought it might 
be useful to know, in case I should ever 
be lost ; and after one or two trials, I suc- 
ceeded very weU in saying " PoU/' Then 
I tried the other word, which described 
me, and which I thought I never could 
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hear too often ; so I tried *' Prit — ^prit — 
prit-tee — ^pretty— pretty Poll !" 

I never shall forget the delight of my 
master when I got this out quite plain. 
Such a fine lump of sugar as he stuck be- 
tween the bars of my cage, to reward me ! 

Soon after this, I was to be taken to 
England, a sailor having given my master 
some pieces of gold for me, which I am 
sure was not at all more than I was worth* 
I was taken on board a thing called a ship. 
This I thought at first was nothing more 
or less than a very large bird, with a great 
number of white wings, fiill spread ; but 
at the same time, it seemed a water-bird, 
and could swim on the surface of the sea, 
while it spread its wings to the wind. I 
was quite puzzled at first, but afterwards 
I got to understand all about it* 

I and a number of other birds and ani- 
mals, and men and women, were placed 
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on the back of the great bird — I mean on 
board the ship ; and here we staid while 
it swam and flew half roimd the world — 
or in other words, we had a very long 
voyage to England. 

Little did the people around me know 
or understand my feelings, when we first 
sailed away from my beloved native island. 
As my cage stood on the deck of the ship, 
I could see at a distance, as we passed along 
the coast, the very wood in which I was 
born. There were the tall palms, rising 
up from the rest of the trees, the great 
bread-fruit tree, and the manchineels and 
talipots. I almost could fancy that I saw 
the topmost boughs of our dear old nutmeg 
tree, where my parrot father and mother, 
and parrot brother and sister were no 
doubt sitting disconsolate, and thinking of 
poor Poll — not that they knew my proper 
name! 
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I dare say I looked very melancholy just 
at this time, for I remember that several 
people came about my cage, and said "Poor 
Poll — poor Poll I" Ever since, whenever I 
am at all in a melancholy mood, thinking 
of my lost friends and relations, I always 
say " Poor Poll— poor Pol !'' 

On the voyage to England, I learnt a 
great deal of new talk, which was not only 
very amusing, but at the same time was of 
great advantage to me. I attracted a good 
deal of notice, indeed, by my great clever- 
ness in acquiring language, and knew words 
out of several different tongues — such as 
French and Spanish, for instance ; but as 
I knew I was going to England, I looked 
upon the time spent in acquiring these 
words as utter waste of time, and only 
mention it to give an idea of my great 
quickness of ear and readiness of tongue. 

I made acquaintance, too, at this time. 



20 PRETTY POLL, 

with several young children who were on 
board the ship, and with the captain and 
several of the sailors, besides the one to ' 
whom I belonged. The most mipleasant 
thing with regard to the latter was, that 
they would teach me bad words — words 
that I could plaimly see were not liked by 
the ladies and children who visited me; 
and yet they used to laugh too, when I 
said them, whilst they shook their fingers 
at me, and said "Bad word, PoU — bad 
word — naughty Poll!'* In this way, it 
often happened that when I heard those 
very words spoken by some of the sailors 
around me, as they pulled about the ropes 
and managed the ship, I would call out 
**Bad word— bad word!" You should 
have seen how every one laughed when I 
said this — captain, sailors, children, and 
every one on deck, though I cannot say 
that I exactly saw the joke myself* 
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It was on the voyage home that I had a 
most unpleasant adventure with a monkey, 
which ended, however, rather to my ad* 
vantage, as it gave me an opportunity of 
showing my spirit and courage. There 
were several of these animals on board, 
and strange to say, ugly oreatures as they 
are, there were those who had the bad 
taste to like playing with them and watch- 
ing their silly tricks. I never could abide 
monkeys, even in my native wood. What 
plagues they were ! Indeed I have heard 
from my mother that she had the greatest 
difficulty in keeping her eggs before we 
were hatched (I and my brother and sister 
parrots), from the attacks of a little black 
monkey, who had set his mind upon get- 
ting one. 

All this made me quite vexed, when I 
saw the nuts and bits of sugar and cakes that 
the children brought out of the cabin to 



22 PRETTY POLL. 

give me, given instead to a horrid little 
brown ape, that was allowed to go seramr 
bling about the deck. Things too that 
were actually given to me, and put into 
my cage for me, or stuck between the 
wires, would this ape continue to steal; 
as I sat on my perch cracking and enjoy- 
ing a nut for instance, after one had been 
given me, the ape would put his paw 
between the bars of my cage, and help 
himself to some of those which lay at the 
bottom. Now as I could not hold them in 
my claws, and have no pockets, how could 
I prevent this ? I had been served several 
times in this way, when I determined 
that I would put an end to it. It hap- 
pened that one day a little girl brought 
me a handful of cashew nuts, a kind of 
nut of which I am very fond. She opened 
the door of my cage, and put them in. I 
had, however, no sooner began to crack 
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and enjoy them, than I saw my enemy the 
brown ape approaching. I pretended not 
to see him. I half closed my eyes as I sat 
on the perch, and just looked out of the 
corner of one to watch his proceedings. 
He slipped his paw between the rails of 
my cage, and clawed out a nut. As I took 
no notice — he took another ; then grasped 
at two or three in his long brown fingers, 
and haying captured them, skipped up to 
the very top of my cage. Now nothing 
made me more angry than the ape getting 
on to the top of my cage. It shut out the 
sunshine from me in the first place, and 
then — could anything be more disrespect- 
ful to me ? — so that now as he sat there 
and kept dropping his shells over my head, 
I determined to punish him for his imper- 
tinence. I watched my opportunity, 
though neither he nor anyone else could 
have guessed that I was watching ; but I 
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could see ! He twisted and twirled about, 
and fidgetted this way and that (apes 
never can sit still for half a minute), when 
all at once, he let fall his tail between 
the bars of my cage. Up I swung myself 
on the wires at the side, and caught firm 
hold of his tail in my beak ! you should 
have heard the yelling, and screaming, 
and chattering which the ape made in his 
struggles to get free. It brought aroimd 
lis all the people on deck. They laughed 
and clapped their hands and cried, ." WeU 
done, Poll ! '' '' Bravo, Poll I " and seemed 
highly delighted, for they well knew what 
the ape had been about. The ape strug- 
gled so hard to get free, that I really 
thought I should have bitten ofi* the end 
of his tail ; — ^so at last I let him go, for 
I really did not wish to do him so very 
serious an injury ; and as every one had 
seen his defeat, I was satisfied. After this 
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I was never more troubled with the pilfer- 
ings and impertinences of the little brown 
ape. 

But I must now tell you about my mas- 
ter ; that is, the sailor who bought me of 
the man who first caught me. His name 
'was Jack, and I soon found that he was 
taking me to a little sister of his that lived 
in England. He very soon indeed set to 
work to teach me her name, and to say 
little things which were to surprise and 
please her. I had to learn to say *' Kate," 
which was her name ; and then " Pretty 
Kate," and "How d'ye do, Kate?" and 
at times he would talk to me about her, 
and tell me how delighted she would be 
with me, and how he longed to see her 
himself,-^ imtil I really ^[uite liked to 
think that I was going to belong some 
day to "Pretty Kate." 

Then my master, Jack, took great care 
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of me. When the sea was yery rough, he 
fastened my cage yery carefully to the 
rigging of the vessel, so that I swung 
about quite comfortably while it was 
pitching and tossing. And at night when 
the air got yery cool, he used to put a 
warm covering oyer the top of my cage, 
and ever protect me from the cold. If the 
yessel came near land too, and lay at 
anchor for people to go on shore. Jack was 
sure either to go himself, or to get others 
to fetch me some fresh fruit and nuts, 
which was a great treat after being so 
long at sea. 

Dear me how strange it seemed to me 
to pass so many days and weeks without 
seeing any green trees or flowers, pent up 
in that horrid wire cage. I got really tired 
of it I assure you, but I quite expected that 
directly we reached England I should be 
set at liberty in some beautiful palm wood 
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or cinnamon grove, belonging to Jack's 
sister perhaps, and be allowed to fly and 
climb about as much as I liked. How I 
longed to be pecking once again at a nice 
ripe cluster of dates, or attacking the 
thick rind of a plantain, or hanging by my 
beak to the bough of a nutmeg tree, and 
having a good swing — ^Alas ! I little knew 
what was before me. 

One thing that struck me as very strange 
too, was its gradually becoming so much 
colder during our voyage to England, 
which I accounted for by noticing that 
the Sim was no longer right over our 
heads every day at noon, so that its rays 
did not come as directly down as I had 
been accustomed to; and besides this 
there were sometimes very cold winds 
which ruffled my plumage and made me 
feel very uncomfortable and chilly. At 
night too I did not see the same stars that 
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shone over my dear old spice island, or if 
they were the same they were scattered 
quite differently about the sky ; indeed I 
sometimes began to suspect that it was not 
the same sky at all, as the one I had been 
accustomed to, for there were so many 
clouds in it, and the blue did not seem 
half so bright and clear. 

As we got nearer and nearer to England, 
however, my master. Jack, seemed very 
pleased, and he would come up to my 
cage and say, ** Oh, Poll ! — only two more 
weeks and then we shall get home and see 
Kate!" And by and bye, it came to 
"only two more days Poll, and we shall be 
at home." Then he made me go over all 
my little sayings about Kate, so that I 
should be sure to hit them off rightly, 
when he first showed me off to her. He 
had got some other things too, that he was 
taking home to Kate. A string of pretty 
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coral beads, and some gaily coloured shells; 
and besides these, a sUk handkerchief for 
his mother, and some tea that he got in 
China. Jack showed me all these things, 
but he was far more proud of me than 
anything else. He had always told Kate 
that he would bring her home a parrot 
some day, and certainly he had now got to 
offer her the yery finest of his race, if I 
am any judge. 

The ship tossed on : the cold winds blew 
and filled her sails — ^the land came in sight; 
and then, after passing up the mouth of a 
great river, our ship was anchored among 
thousands of other Yessels, in the port of 
London. 
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CHAPTER n. 

poll's surprise on arriving in LONDON. SHE IS CARRIED 

HOME BY JACK. ^HER LITTLE MISTRESS, PRETTY KATE. 

JOY IN THE COTTAGE, FOLLOWED BY SORROW. — ^POLL AND 
KATE ARE SEPARATED. 

Judge my surprise at all I saw around me, 
as our ship at last lay at rest in that great 
river at London, I looked out first of 
one eye and then of another, but could 
no where see anything but the tall masts 
of ships, and the great dark gloomy look- 
ing walls of houses, I swung myself up 
with my beak to the very top of my cage, 
and looked around me ; but alas ! on no 
gide could I see the tops of palms or tama- 
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rinds, or talipots, or manchineels. I had 
come to a world where there were no 
trees ! and what was I to live on, thought 
I to myself? Nothing but the horrid 
sopped bread, I supposed ; and I sickened 
at the very thought- 
Poor Jack was obliged to stay for some 
time with the ship, until all the passengers 
had gone ashore; and the merchandize was 
all landed before he could go home. Ah ! 
how happy he was when the time came at 
last, for packing up his things, and going to 
see his dear old mother and Kate. First, 
he dressed himself very spruce, and tied 
round his neck a gay coloured handker- 
chief, and put on. the jacket which had the 
bright buttons. Then he stowed away his 
shells and the coral beads into his pockets, 
and put the oranges and cocoa-nut he had 
saved, and some clothes into a silk hand* 
kerchief tied together at the corners ; and 
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he swung his bundle on a stick, which he 
carried over his shoulder — and then, taking 
hold of my cage by the ring at the top, -he 
set off to his home. 

I cannot say that during that journey I 
was nearly as happy as Jack. It was not 
going home with me, alas! and though I 
liked my master, and felt sure I should 
soon get fond of my new mistress, Kate, yet 
I did not at all see how I could ever live in 
a country where there were no palms and 
date trees, and orange and citron groves ; 
and where the sun was so cold, and shone 
so seldom. 

After walking awhile, however, we did 
escape from the tall rows of houses that 
seemed so crowded around us. The air 
became by degrees a little less thick, and 
things looked less black and dismal. I 
saw here and there some shrubs, and a few 
flowers, and then a tree or two— imtil at 
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last we came to where all the land about 
us was covered with green grass; and then 
there were as many bushes and trees as I 
could wish, only quite of a different kind 
from those I had been accustomed to in 
the Spice Island. Still they were trees, 
and my spirits had risen a little at the 
sight, by the time that Jack knocked at 
the door of the little cottage where his 
mother liyed. 

It was then after sunset, and was half 
dark ; so that when a little girl came and 
opened the door, she asked, in rather a 
timid Yoice, *< What do you please to want, 
sir?'' And then Jack said "K^ate, it is 
i ; '* while the little girl cried " Jack, is it 
you ? " And then, dear me ! how joyfully 
and lovingly she threw her arms about his 
neck, and kissed him again and again. 
Presently, we all went in — I with a cover- 
ing over my cage, so that it could not at 
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first be seen what was in it ; and Jack set 
me down just inside the room, as he went 
in to embrace his mother. What a kissing 
and hugging there was then between Jack 
and his old mother; and what exclama- 
tions of joy and surprise, and wonder at 
his having grown so much, and become so 
simburnt and brown : Kate all the while 
standing by with clasped hands and spark- 
ling eyes, until Jack turned round and 
began kissing and hugging her again. 

All this time I sat on my perch quite 
quiet — just peeping through a hole in the 
cloth that was tied oyer my cage. I kept 
quite silent, but I was thinking over to 
myself my old lessons about what I was to 
say to Kate, so that presently when Jack 
began **Well Kate, my lassie, what do 
you think I have brought home for you ?" 
I immediately called out as plain as ever I 
€ould speak, ** How d'ye do Kate ? How 
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d'ye do, Pretty Kate?'' What a stir I 
made amongst them in a moment ! Little 
Kate started and looked downright bewil- 
dered and frightened* The old mother 
almost dropped the kettle that she was 
going to put on the fire to make Jack 
some tea with, and Jack laughed with all 
his might. When they had a little re- 
covered from their astonishment. Jack 
uncovered my cage, and displayed me to 
the delighted and wondering eyes of Kate 
and her mother. He desired me to make 
them my best bow, and io say, "How d'ye 
do?" again and again, to climb on my 
cage bars, to swing in my hoop, to whistle 
the tune he had taught me (which, by the 
bye, was called " Home, sweet Home ") — 
in fact to shew off all my accomplishments 
and talents. And besides this they had to 
examine me — to admire my form and my 
noble beak, the lovely green of my body> 
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the beantifol red feathers in my tail, and 
the yellow and blue ones behind my head, 
which I think I mentioned before. They 
admired eyerything about me, and nothing 
could exceed Kite's delight at the thought 
of possessing me. She clapped her hands 
with delight, and kissed Jack and thanked 
him again and again ; and, as people gene- 
rally do when they see me, she exclaimed 
over and over again to me, " Pretty Poll I 
Pretty Poll ! '' which to show that I quite 
agreed with her, and understood the com- 
pliment, I repeated after her, saying also 
" Pretty PoU ! Pretty Poll J " • 

What a happy evening was that which 
Jack spent with his mother and sister. 
After tea he brought out his other pre- 
sents. The gay handkerchief from India, 
for his mother, and the packet of tea fit)m 
China; and he hung roimd little Kate's 
neck the pretty string of coral beads, and 
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displayed the beautifdl rainbow coloured 
shells, many of whicli he had picked up 
on the shore of my own dear island. And 
then some neighbours were fetched in to 
see all these things, and admire me, and I 
had to go through all my talk again, and 
do my whistling, and climbing, and swing- 
ing. I was not once sulky that night, and 
though I did now and then think of my 
home beyond the great sea, I did not once 
say "Poor Poll.'' I would not be sad 
that night. In a very few days Kate and 
I became great friends^ She knew all the 
words I could say, and taught me more. 
She fed me without fail each day, with all 
my favourite seeds and nuts^ and gave me, 
each morning, fresh water, and she wotdd 
sing to me, and lay h^ ch^ek gainst the 
bars of my cage, and IVoold kiss it with 
my great beak ; we were very fond of each 
other, Kate and I, and she was never so 
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Jiappy as when she was talking to me and 
teaching me. And then when she had to 
show me off to any one, how proud she 
was, and how pleased if it so happened 
that I was in the humour for saying all 
my best things ! 

After some weeks, howeyer, during 
which Jack came to us every day, and 
Kate and her mother were very happy, 
there came a sort of change over them all, 
and Kate was so often saying '' Poor Jack, 
Poor Jack !" that I learned it of her, and 
began to say it to myself; and then I 
found that my kind master was going 
away again. He was to sail away in a 
great ship again, not to the part of the 
world that I had come from, but in quite 
another direction, and was to be away a 
very long time. No wonder that Kate 
and her mother were so sad, nor that they 
cared less than before to hear me whistle 
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— ^in fact, myself, when I understood that 
Jack was going away, felt quite out of 
spirits, and melancholy, and grieved, to 
think I should not see my kind master for 
such a long time. 

I will pass over the sad parting of Jack 
with his mother and Kate. Kate cried 
hitterly, and cared nothing for Jack's pro- 
mise of bringing her home next time a 
little brown monkey. Nor did it surprise 
me that she should not feel consoled by 
such a promise. A little brown monkey 
indeed, for one who already possessed a 
true parrot ! 

Jack went away, and then many months 
passed over, during which I believe I 
may say that I was the greatest source of 
pleasure which my. little mistress possessed, 
and the more we lived together the more 
fond we became of each other. But things 
went wrong at the cottage, and my once 
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merry little mistress got sad and silent, 
and left off singing, and seldom smiled ;— ^ 
and aU tliis was because het poor mother 
fell iU. Poor Jack I He Ettife tlioiight 
what was going on at hoMe, and lie fat* 
away on the wide sea ; for besides being 
iU, it was also plain to be seen that his 
mother was Very poor. I could not be 
expected to know much about these things, 
but still I could find out that by the mo- 
ther being ill, and imabl6 to work, less 
food and fewer comforts came into the 
little cottage. The mother used^ when 
she was well, to be stitching all day with 
her needle. Stitch ! Stitch ! Stitch ! — 
and for it all she got pieces of alter which 
procured them food ; but when she was 
ill this could go on no longer, for she lay 
day after day unable to rise from her bed. 
Then little Kate took the needle and 
tried to Stitch! Stitch! Stitch!— but she 
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Ipiotted the thread and broke her needle, 
and had to undo again what she Had done; 
and so spoiled her work ; and then she 
would let her hands fall upon her lap and 
cry, for how was she to get bread for her' 
mother and herself^ and food to fill my 
trough with too ? Poor Kate I 

Things were in a yery bad way in the 
little cottage, when one day, when the 
mother was very ill and there Ttas some- 
thing wanting for her which poor Kate 
could not get, I saw her, to my astbtiish- 
ment, go to the drawer where she kept 
her little treasures, and take out the string 
of coral beads which Jack had brought 
home for her. 1 Wondered how it was that^ 
she should be going to put on the ileck- 
lace that day, for she seldom wore these 
beads, except at times when she was yery 
meriy. ]6ut I was Wrong in my surmise, 
for she did not put them rbund her neck ; 
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but held them in her hands, and looked 
very fondly at them — and as I peeped out 
of the corner of my eye, in my own pecur 
liar way, I could see that she gave the 
beads a kiss, and then put on her bonnet 
and went away with them. When Kate 
came back that day, she brought vdth her 
some bread, and different other things that 
she wanted for her mother ; but I never 
saw the beads again ! 

For a day or two Kate seemed a little 
happier, and her mother better; but it 
did not last long. Some more bread was 
wanted by Kate, and she had neither gold 
nor silver to get it with. Again she tried 
to work, and stitched and stitched, but 
could not succeed to her mind; so that 
after a good cry one day, she went to her 
mother's drawer, and fetched out the smart 
silk handkerchief which Jack had brought 
home, and gathered from the mantel-shelf 
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one after another the shells which had 
stood there ever since Jack went away; 
and wrapping them up in her apron, Kate 
went out again, and returned, as before, 
with bread in her hand, and the shells and 
handkerchief I never saw again. After 
this, one by one, all the ornaments and 
comforts of the little cottage went to pro- 
cure bread, and yet the mother became 
worse every day, and Kate more thin and 
sad. In fact we were all sad, and even I 
could seldom find it in my heart to whistle 
a tune, or chatter my cleverest speeches. 
I used very often to put my head on one 
side, and say **Poor Kate!" and Kate, 
whenever she looked at me, would sigh, 
and say ** Poor Poll," or sometimes/* Poor 
Jack," as she remembered him who was 
so far away. 

Things were in this state, when it hap- 
pened one day that Kate had set me in the 
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cottage window, so that I might have a 
little sunshine, and I felt so cheered by its 
warmth and brightness, that I began to 
chatter to myself, and whistle, and call to 
mind all the droll things that I had ever 
been taught to say. I had not gone on 
with this long, before I noticed that a 
man had stopped before the window, and 
was observing me. He evidently thought 
me ^ most clever bird, and was struck with 
my beautiful plmnage and remarkably dis^ 
tinct utterance. After having watched me 
for some time, he knocked at the cottage 
door ; and Kate going to open it, he had^ 
a great deal of talk with her about me. 
From the little I heard, and the sight of 
some pieces of gold which he offered, I 
guessed directly that he wanted to pur- 
chase me. But Kate shook her head, and 
turned her eyes from the tempting gold ; 
for she could not bear to part fixmi me, of 
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whom she was so fond, and especially now 
that I was the only one of poor Jack's pre- 
sents that she had left. "Poor Jack!" 
exclauned I, aa I guessed what was in her 
thoughts, " Poor Jack ! '' 

It seemed as if this quite settled the 
question ; for Kate now refused the gold 
so firmly, that the man went away. After 
that day, however, it seemed as if poor 
Kate became more and more unhappy, 
and her mother still more thin, and weak, 
and pale. There was less bread than ever 
in the cottage, and even I began to find 
the difierence, for poor Kate seemed puz- 
zled to know what to give me to eat ; and 
I fancied, more than once, that I got a 
crust of bread to gnaw, which she ought 
to have had herself. The season for my 
moulting, too, came about this time, so 
that my feathers began to fall off*, and I 
lost my good looks, which perhaps Kate 
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fancied was owing to my not getting 
enough food. But how could she give me 
more, when she wanted so many things 
for her poor mother, which she could not 
manage to get, for want of gold or silver 
pieces ? It was evidently a hard struggle 
with her, but I suppose she began at last 
to feel that it would soon be out of her 
power to procure me sufficient food, and 
that it was perhaps wrong to refuse to 
part with me, when in exchange for me 
she would get what would bring such com- 
fort and plenty into the cottage. How this 
may be, I know not ; but one day I saw 
my young mistress suddenly jump up from 
her work, and put on her bonnet, and rush 
out of the house ; and after being absent 
some time, she came back with the man 
who had oflfered her the gold for me. He 
came to take me away, and I saw him give 
to Kate the bright yellow money. She 
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took it however, with a sad and half stupi- 
fied air, as if it went to her very heart to 
part with me. She threw her arms romid 
my cage, as if to embrace me, and laid her 
cheek against its bars — " Poor Poll !" ex- 
claimed she, ** Good bye, poor Poll !'* and 
then covering her face with her hands, 
she turned away. As for me, I could not 
speak : I sat on my perch in the most 
silent grief. For days I was silent and 
unhappy, and could neither eat nor drink, 
so much did the separation from my dear 
mistress affect my spirits. 
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CHAPTER ni. 

POLL FINDS HEESELP AMONG COMPANIONS IN MISFORTUNE. 

A NEW ACQUAINTANCE AND A NEW HOME. — PRETTY PAUL. 

^POLL HAS A FREAK, AND GETS INTO DISGRACE.— OLD 

FRIENDS MEET AGAIN. THE HAPPY PAUL MADE HAPPIER. 

The new circumstances under which I was 
now placed, however, helped a little to dis- 
tract my attention, and divert my grief. 
In the place to which my new master took 
me, I found myself surrounded by com- 
panions of my own race, although they 
were not many of my own particular; tribe 
— that is to say, parrots ; yet it was a 
pleasure to associate with those whom I 
resembled, at all events, in some of the 
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most striking peculiarities. There was 
anotiLer circumstance too, which made it 
a sort of melancholy pleasure to meet with 
these birds, which was, that we were all 
companions in naisfortune, inasmuch that 
we were all prisoners in cages. There 
were to be sure among the party a few 
canaries and bullfinches, which, though 
they lived for the most part in cages, yet 
were allowed to fly about a little now and 
then, and were called tdtnej because they 
would return to their cages when desired 
by their master, without attempting to 
fly off* and regain their liberty. Now this 
was what we other birds could never un- 
derstand. Tame, indeed ! I only know 
that never, under the best of circum- 
atanc^s, should I ever have neglected an 
opportunity for flying away. Whether I 
should have liked the cold climate at 
night, or found anything to support me 
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in the EngKsh woods, I know not ; but 
at all eyents I should tried to get my 
freedom, were it only for the glory of the 
thing. 

Well, as I was saying, this finding my- 
self among other birds, was decidedly a 
pleasure to me ; and with the few parrots, 
macaws, and parokeets which were there, 
1 spent my time very agreeably, relating 
our adventures, and telling each other all 
about our native places. With one young 
grey parrot too, I formed a very close in- 
timacy ; and it was with great delight 
that one day, while having a little screech 
together, we found out that we not only 
came from the same island in the Indian 
Sea, but had been natives of the same 
wood. My grey friend could even fancy 
that he remembered the very old nutmeg 
tree in which our family nest had been 
made, and was nearly sure that he had 
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seen my parents after I left home — for he 
had only just arriyed in England. I there- 
fore had the great joy of believing, from 
his account, that my parent parrots were 
still alive and well, and had not pined 
away in grief at my loss. 

It was during my stay among this society 
of birds, too, that I gained a great deal of 
knowledge about other winged creatures, 
that I had never had before ; for as we 
used to chatter and screech and twitter 
together in our different cages — we large 
birds, down to mere bullfinches, canaries, 
and such ridiculous little birds — ^it was 
really quite remarkable what a deal we 
had to relate of all our doings and ways, 
that was very amusing and instructive. 
As we discussed matters among us, it was 
astonishing to find how wonderfully well 
mated were all our forms and limbs, our 
beaks and our claws especially, to the 
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places we had been accustomed to Kve in, 
and our manner of life. Such as had lived 
in woods, and fed upon fruits, had such 
good legs and daws for climbing among 
the branches of trees ; whilst others that 
had to hop about the ground in search of 
worms, or to dart at insects as they flew 
by them, had quite slender little legs ; and 
instead of such a hammer of a beak as 
mine, little slender biUs, which could peck 
at a fly or gnat not much larger than a 
grain of sand, and* crack so delicately a 
little seed vessel, that the husk would fall 
off as cleverly as the outside rind of a great 
nutmeg with me. And then the stories 
that we heard of that race of birds who 
prey on other birds, and even large quad- 
rupeds. Eagles, vultures, and such fierce 
creatures, who seem to be armed with 
the most dreadful kind of beaks and claws 
»for pouncing down upon their victims. 
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A young hawk that was among us was 
strongly suspected of being connected with 
this race ; and though he did not confess 
to it, I own it looked rather suspicious 
that he should always have raw meat given 
him for his food, which he devoured in a 
most eager and voracious sort of way. We 
had no water birds among us, but very 
curious tales I heard there of their strange 
sort of legs and claws : some being fur- 
nished with bits of skin between their 
toes, to enable them to paddle about in 
the water; and others with very long legs, 
with which they can wade about in shal- 
low water — and furnished with long and 
flexible necks, for bending down to get at 
the fish, upon which they live. There is 
no accounting for tastes. Think of birds 
spending their time in wading about the 
mouths of rivers and the sea shore in 
search of crabs and oysters, and turning 
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up stones, and hunting among rocks and 
sea- weed to find them ! 

And then about our nests, I do think 
we birds are uncommonly cleyer in making 
them — indeed, often I think we are even 
more clever than any other animal in con- 
triving comfortable homes for ourselves 
and families. We parrots certainly, as I 
said before, make use of some nice little 
snug nook in the decayed trunk of a tree ; 
but then how cleverly we line it with the 
soft powder of the rotten wood, and our 
own feathers ! And all the other birds, 
who use twigs and straws, and grass, and 
moss, and clay^ — I must say they put them 
together with great skill, considering that 
they have nothing but their beaks to work 
with. And I am proud, I own, of my 
race, when I think what kind mothers 
and fathers there are amongst us, and how 
devotedly we sacrifice our own time and 
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comfort to the care of our young ones. I 
never heard but of two or three birds in 
my life who did not sit upon their own 
eggs, and hatch and rear their young ones 
— such as the silly cuckoo, for instance, 
and the great ostrich. But even if the 
ostrich does leave her eggs in the sand of 
the desert, and go away and leave them ; 
does she not know well that the hot sun 
will hatch them better than covering them 
with her great bony body? In fact, I 
think we all do that which is the very 
best thing to do under the circumstances 
and in the places where we are born and 
bred — whether we live in forests, or on 
the tops of mountains, or by the side of 
lakes and rivers, or on the sea shore. And 
this was one of those wise reflections that 
I was in the habit of making as I sat on 
my perch, scratching my head with my claw 
— at times when, because I was not chatr 
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tering or screeching, people Would often* 
call me sulky. 

My pleasant stay among this society of 
birds was, however, of very short duration. 
Again, I may say, that I suffered for my 
very talents and beauty ; for it was only 
a week or two after I had parted from 
pretty Kate, that one day, just after clean- 
ing time, as we were all having a sing and^ 
chatter, I noticed the arrival into the shop 
(which I found Was the name of the place 
where we were assembled) of a lady, ac- 
companied by a little boy. 

The boy was a fkir little fellow with long 
and curly hair, and pretty rosy cheeks; 
but there was a sort of restlessness and- 
discontent in the expression of his face, 
which made me think at the time how 
much prettier my little mistress Kate was, 
though there is no doubt but that this 
little boy had a far more beautiful dressr 
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on than eyer Kate wore, and was as fat 
and rosy as possible. 

The lady had come, it soon appeared, in 
search of a pet bird for her little son ; and 
a number of canaries and bullfinches, and 
Java sparrows were shown off to him, and 
their prices named. He did not seem to 
like any of them in particular, except a 
certain little canary bird, who was very 
clever at drawing its own water up in 
a bucket, and whistling a tune, and play 
ing several other pretty tricks. But this 
canary was not to be sold, as it already 
belonged to a lady who had given it to the 
master of the shop to take care of for her, 
and was shortly to be sent home. This 
seemed a sad disappointment to the child, 
who showed his vexation by pouting his lips 
and knitting his fair brows. He turned 
from all the other birds, the canaries, bull- 
finches and Java sparrows with disgust, and 
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would have none of them. Just at that mo^ 
ment, it came into my head to have a talk. 
I said in my most plain-spoken Toice, 
'' How d'ye do, Poll ?— Pretty Poll— how 
d>edo, Poll?" 

The little boy started and turned round 
as he was about to leave the shop, and 
cried ** Mama ! mama! did you hear that ? 
Who was that spoke to me ?" 

*^ It was a parrot, my dear Paul," said 
she; "it was that fine green parrot out 
there." And she pointed to me. 

" But how comes he to know my name ?^ 
said the child : ** he called me Paul ! Oh, 
indeed mama, I must have that bird !" 

The mother shook her head. She said, 
as &r as I could understand, that my nms- 
ter would ask too many pieces of gold and 
silver for me than she should like to give; 
and that he must content himself with one 
of the smaller birds. 
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But this would not satisfy the child : he 
burst into tears, and with passionate en- 
treaties to his mother, iniidsted on having 
me. It seemed in Tain that the mother 
endeayoured to pacify him ; he stamped 
with his fbot^ and clenched his little fist, 
and cried •*! will, I shall— I will hare 
himr 

*^Bad words, Paul (Poll)," said I, ^^bad 
words.'^ 

'* There, Paul,*' said the mother, *' you 
see even the parrot is shocked at you : he 
tells yon that *I WiU' and *I shall' are bad 
words for a little boy to use." 

Paul was silent. He stopped for a while 
from his cries and entreaties, as if both as- 
tcmished and adiamed; but he seemed only 
the more to wish for me. In a gentler 
tone of vo4ee, and with eyes raised to 
his moHier very beseechingly,, Paul now 
said *^ Mamdf, I will be a good boy, if you 
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will only buy the parrot for me — I really 
will be a good boy." 

"That's right, Paul," said I, "that's 
right!" and both the mother and child 
laughed. 

Then, standing by my cage, the master 
of the shop made me show off all my words 
and amusing ways ; and it ended with 
the mother yielding to the entreaties of 
the child. After paying for me (more 
than the man had given to Kate), she 
ordered me to be sent home. What a 
home was that which now became mine, 
the home of little Paul — my namesake, it 
would seem, though it did not sound 
quite the same to me. What a very dif- 
ferent place was it to poor Kate's little 
cottage, where I nevertheless spent so 
many happy days! The home of little 
Paul was quite a palace compared to it, 
and was so large, that the little cottage 
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could almost haye been put into one of 
its rooms. 

On my arriyal, I was placed near the 
window of a spacious apartment looking 
out upon a beautiful green lawn, coyered 
with beds of flowers — flowers of every 
colour, size, and shape, and the pleasant 
odour of which rose to the window from 
which I yiewed them. Trees coyered thick 
with leayes, and graceful shrubs bounded 
the prospect; and it was indeed a pleasant 
thought to me that I should haye so many 
agreeable objects to look at all day long. 
Within the room, too, were all kinds of 
beautiful things — of glass, gold, coloured 
silk, and painted china. Not even in my 
native woods had I seen a greater variety 
of colours than were presented by the 
furniture of this apartment; and on the 
walls were such beautiful representations 
of lakes and mountains, trees, plants, and 
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flowers, that it seemed as if there were so 
many other windows looking out on to 
different countries of the world. 

No sooner had I arrived at this charming 
new home than it seemed as if all the in- 
habitants of the place came to look at me. 
Ladies in gay coloured dresses, and spark- 
ling with jewels, came crowding round me, 
and my new little master Paul seemed the 
happiest little creature imaginable, as he 
showed me off*. The look of gloom and 
discontent had now quite passed from his 
face, and he was as full of smiles as possi- 
ble. He called me "Pretty Poll" again 
and again, and made me repeat my own 
" Pretty Poll" till I was tired. Then he 
ran and got all kinds of dainties to tempt 
me to eat. Sugar to nibble at, and nuts 
to crack ; and he was never tired of watoh- 
ing how cleverly I contrived to crush the 
nuts with my great hooked beak, and get 
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out the kernel, nor to see how expertly I 
could hold a thing fast with my claw, 
whilst I pecked at it with my beak. Then 
I showed him how I walked against the 
wires of my cage, hooking on with my 
beak, and lifting myself up by it, and 
then how I swung in my hoop. Long 
before people were tired of watching me, 
however, I gicew tired of exhibiting to 
them ; and then I sat still on my perch, 
and put my head on one side, closed my 
eyes and prepared myself for sleep^ which 
was my usual way when I was tired, and 
wanted to get rid of people. 

For the first few days, in fact, I had 
mo/b showing off to do than I quite liked; 
and once or twice I heard myself called 
sidky. But it was really no such things idA 
I am a most good humoured bird in reality, 
and haye no objection at all to being 
admired : only after all, what a poor aflftdr 
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is an exhibition in a cage, compared to 
what one has really powers to do in one's 
native woods ! 

Altogether, therefore, I was happier in 
this new home, when people began to no- 
tice me less, and leaye me more to myself. 
I had a kind of enjoyment too, at this 
time, in listening to and looking at all 
that went on around and before me — espe- 
cially in all that concerned little Paul, my 
young master. He was what everybody 
called a " naughty boy,*' that was yery 
plain to be seen; and yet I always liked 
Paul. Perhaps it was because he had 
taken such a violent fancy to me at first, 
or because I thought he had a kind heart, 
and was anxious to make me comfortable 
and happy. Nothing could be more at- 
tentiye than he was to my wants. He 
certainly did not clean out my cage eyery 
day like little Kate and Jack, but he al- 
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ways reminded others to do it, and he was 
for eyer bringing me some nice dainty of 
the kind I particularly liked ; and would 
spend hours at times talking to me, and 
teaching me new words. 

But Paul was not always happy himself, 
and then of course he did not take so much 
notice of me. It was yery strange to me, 
altogether ; for this little boy had always 
plenty, not only of bread, but of the most 
delicate and choice food to eat, and was 
dressed in costly garments of silk and wool, 
and had attendants to wait on him, and 
carriages to ride in, and playthings to play 
with, and kind friends about him to take 
care of him, who only seemed to think 
of his welfare ; — and yet, with all this, he 
was not so often cheerful and good tem- 
pered, and happy as my dear little mistress 
Kate. He was always wanting something, 
and yet, strange to me, the yery things he 
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wanted did not satisfy him when he had 
got them. He was so eager and impa- 
tient too, after everything, and sometimes 
reminded me of the humming birds of my 
native country. Silly little things ! I have 
seen them in their impatience to get at a 
drop of honey at the bottom of the cup 
of a flower, tear the very flower to pieces ; 
and I could not but think that little Paul 
often seemed to me to tear his flowers to 
pieces, in his eagerness to get the honey 
out of them ! 

I was so constantly in the same room 
with Paul, and heard so much of his goings 
on, and the trouble he gave to others, that 
I became quite as anxious as any of his 
friends that he should improve, and cure 
himself of his faults, and so become hap- 
pier. I cannot exactly say how it was, 
but it really seemed as if I did a little 
myself to bring this about. I soon noticed 
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that when Paul got into one of his fits of 
impatience and passion, and began saying 
" I shan't'' or " I shall," " I won't" or " I 
will," it was quite enough for me to call 
out " Bad words, Paul — ^bad words !" and 
he stopped directly. And then at such 
times, when he thus checked himself, and 
seemed to recollect himself, and begged 
his nurse's pardon, or kissed his mama 
and promised to be good, I had only to 
say " That's right, Paul," for him to be 
, as pleased as possible ; and he would soon 
after come to my cage and say ** Pretty Poll 
— ^good Poll!" and I would answer "Pretty 
Paul — good Paul,'^ until he laughed with 
all his might. 

Now one of the words which I had 
learned on board ship, from hearing peo- 
ple say it to me when I had used a bad 
word, was " Fie, Poll !" and really nothing 
could be more useful to me than this ex- 
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pression was at tliis time. I will give an 
instance of how I made use of it. It so hap-' 
pened one day that Paul's mother brought 
into the room a basket of beautiful peaches, 
which she had no sooner placed on the 
table than she left the apartment. Now 
Paul was in the room at the time, though 
I scarcely think she saw him, for he was 
standing near my cage, and the window 
curtain perhaps hid him from view. No 
sooner had she left, however, than Paul 
got out of the comer, and went to look 
at what his mother had placed on the table. 
I could see, by his eyes, with how much 
pleasure he looked at the pretty and tempt- 
ing peaches. He longed to taste as well as 
look at them, no doubt ; and wished his 
mother would come and give, him one. 
He got very impatient that she did not 
return, and thought he would just touch 
them, they looked so pretty and nice. He 
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took up one — ^he smelled it : all ! it smelt 
so good ! I suppose he thought that he 
might just as well taste ; for he was about 
to put it to his lips, when I called out as 
loudly and plainly as I could speak, ** Fie> 
Paul, fie !" 

What a startled jump did Paul give I 
He dropped the peach, and looked around 
him ; it seemed as if he had forgotton that 
I was in the room — ^for he evidently fan- 
cied that the voice came from behind. 
But even if he remembered who it was 
that spoke, it was enough to remind him 
not to do wrong, for he went away from 
the table on which the peaches stood to 
the farthest corner of the room. He did 
not look that way again ; and when his 
mother came into the room, and looked at 
him and the peaches, and saw that he had 
not taken one, she seemed pleased, and 
called him to her, and gave him a peach 



70 PRETTY POLL. 

for himself, and one for me. Paul and I 
enjoyed our peaches — ^that we did ! 

And now I must relate an adrenture I 
had when liying in Paul's home, in which 
it was I, and not he, who got into disgrace^ 
It happened one day, that my cage was 
carried down to a room where I had never 
heen before, and from which I could look 
into another 'apartment, that seemed the 
most delightfnl place I had ever seen since 
I left my native island. It was all sur- 
rounded with ^as8, and filled with green 
and spicy scented plants, with orange axkd 
lemon trees, full of golden fruits ; and 
flowering myrtles and pomegranates, and a 
nimiber of other shrubs and vines — all such 
as I had been accustomed to in my natiTB 
land. Ah ! Uttle did people think of what 
my feelings were cm seeing this charming 
place, nor of what I felt at being impri-^ 
soned and unable to get into iU How it 
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set me longing to get among the branches 
of tho&e orange trees, and peck away as I 
liked at the rind of the plump and golden 
oranges ! How I longed to smell (for we 
birds am smell, though we have no noses) 
— ^to smeU still nearer the luscious blossoms 
qH all those plants that so brought back to 
me the memory of the sweet scented air 
of my dear old island home I 

I was left there alone, with this charm- 
ing and tempting prospect before me. I 
grew more and more impatient at my con- 
finement ; I longed more and more to get 
out — if only for just a few minutes to get 
out of my detestable barred, wired, close, 
cramped-up,- narrow prison. Paul in his 
most impatient fits was not worse than I 
was as I panted yet more and more fw li- 
berty; and I made a most desperate effort 
to wrench in two the wires etf my cage wifch 
my beak. I wrenched and twisted with aU 
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my might, very nearly snapping my great 
beak in two with my efforts ; but just as 
I was in danger of doing this, I espied the 
fastening of the door of my eage, and per- 
ceived that it was not as closely hooked as 
usual. It required only a few pecks, a 
twist or two, and I was out ! free to fly to 
those delicious green bowers; and after 
but two or three flutterings of my long 
unused wings, there was I perched at the 
top of the tallest of the orange trees, free, 
and inexpressibly happy. 

Luckily for me, as I then thought, my 
escape was not discovered immediately, 
and I made the very best of my time in 
enjoying my liberty. I flew from tree to 
tree, and climbed from branch to branch ; 
I pecked at this orange, at that citron — 
now at a green lime, and then at a half 
ripe pomegranate — I even indulged in 
picking off the sweet smelling blossoms. 
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And then I longed for something harder. 
I looked round for the husk of a cocoa- 
nut, or the rind of a shaddock, but could 
not see one. The door of the place stood 
open, however, and I perched upon it, and 
gnawed off the corner. I flew against the 
glass walls, and cracked them with my 
beak ; I pecked at the wooden frames in 
which they were set — in fact, I suppose 
I did a great deal of mischief ; for when 
my escape was discovered, there certainly 
was a great disturbance made about it. 
I was chased and caught — thrust into 
my prison again, and oh ! the exclama- 
tions that I overheard against me, as the 
devastation I had made was discovered! 
The ground was strewed with half eaten 
oranges, citrons, pomegranates, leaves, 
blossoms, splintered wood, broken glass — 
dear me! what names they called me! 
** Naughty Poll!" ^^ Good for nothing 

F 
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Poll!'' I can't remember one half of 
them. 

Little Paul took my part. He said he 
did not wonder at all at my trying to get 
out ; lie thought he should have done the 
same himself. He wished I was not al- 
ways obliged to be in a cage — and a num- 
ber of other things, which made me always 
love little Paul ever after; I never made 
my escape again, but I had a pleasure in 
peeping occasionally into that little orange 
grove of a place ; and the treat I had that 
day was to me like the remembrance of my 
doings at home in the old Spice Island of 
the Indian Sea. I could not see how it 
was wrong at that time to have such a 
freak, when at home it was what I did 
every day of my life. 

Meanwhile Paul and I became greater 
friends than ever. I used to fancy that 
the little feUow got to have a happier look 
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upon his face than when I first knew him, 
and began to leave off crying so often, and 
being so impatient as he used to be. I felt 
much less inclined than before to say to 
him " Fie, Paul — fie,'' or to cry out '' Bad 
words, Paul.'' There were times when he 
checked his own tears, and stopped his 
own cries, without any help from me ; and 
while he still continued to be as much the 
object of care to those around him, I think 
he became also the object of more love to 
them all, and that he tried to be kind and 
loving in his turn. 

The trees outside the house had shed 
their leaves (as they always do once every 
year in this country), and the ground had 
been covered with white sugar-like snow ; 
and then again the leaves had all burst out, 
and the flowers came again; and I was still 
living in the same house with little Paul, 
when a circumstance occurred which had a 

F 2 
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very great effect upon my after life, and 
which also showed what a change had come 
over the temper and ways of my little 
master. 

It happened one day that I formed one 
of the party, as the family were sitting 
in the morning in a pretty room where 
Paul was accustomed to play about, while 
his mother read and worked. The weather 
was warm, and the doors and windows all 
stood open, when a servant came in, bring- 
ing in his hand just such a roll of white 
work as I had been used to see Kate and 
her mother busied about in the little cot- 
tage. Paul's mother looked at the contents 
of the roll, and Paul stood by my side 
making me talk. " Pretty Poll," said I, 
and gave my old favourite whistle. 

" Let the little girl come in,*' said Paul's 
mother presently, and to my amazement, 
who should enter the room but my dear 
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old little mistress Kate! I saw her and 
knew her in a minute, and was directly in 
a terrible flutter. 

And poor little frightened Kate ! she ad- 
vanced with a timid step across the room ; 
she looked at the lady — she heard my voice, 
saw me, and stopped hesitatingly, and then 
exclaimed "Oh, ma'am! — Poll — pretty 
Poll — oh, ma'am, it was my bird once !" 
Then begging the lady's pardon, Kate 
ran up to me, threw her arms round my 
cage, while I, clinging to its wires, laid 
my beak against her cheek, and cried out 
" How d'ye do, Kate ? Pretty Kate — how 
d'ye do?" 

It was a long time before the lady and 
Paul recovered from their astonishment, 
so as to hear poor Kate tell all about how 
poor Jack had brought me from the Indian 
Island, and how he had gone away to sea 
again ; and how her mother had fallen ill. 
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and she had been obliged to giye me away 
for the sake of bread — it all came out 
by degrees. And as Kate told her story, 
and I heard the name of Jack named 
yery often by little Kate, I said "Poor 
Jack!" and then "Pretty Kate!" and 
many other words that I had learned at 
the cottage ; and it seemed to bring back 
all my old love for my little mistress, and 
my remembrance of poor Jack — and I al- 
most grew as sad as poor Kate, when the 
time came that she was obliged to go away. 
When Kate was gone, little Paul and 
his mother had a great deal of talk about 
me and Kate. It seemed to me as if Paul, 
fond as he was of me, was yet grieved to 
think that Kate should have been obliged 
to part with me. He asked his mama 
questions about the part of the world 
where Jack had gone, and he thought 
Kate would be very sorry when he came 
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back, to have to tell him that Poll was 
gone ; and his mother thought so too. 

But she said it was a good and kind 
thing that Kate should have given away 
her parrot for her sick mother's sake, and 
told Paul that people sometimes liked 
better to do what was kind for others, 
rather than keep what they hked best for 
their own pleasure. And then Paul was 
silent and seemed to consider. I think 
there was something which came into his 
mind about that time which never went 
away again, for he often talked to his 
mother afterwards on the same subject. 
Besides this he went to see Kate, and 
brought Kate to see me — and then one 
day, when Kate was paying me a visit, I 
heard a talk about Jack being expected 
home again. 

*' Poor Jack!" said Kate to me, and I 
repeated " Poor Jack !" 
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Just then Kttle Paul ran to his mother, 
and throwing his arms round her neck, 
whispered something which made her 
smile. She kissed Paul and patted his 
head ; but no more was said just then, and 
Kate went away. 

But the morning came of the day when 
Jack was to return home, and I now found 
out that something very pleasant was going 
to happen that day. Little Paul was in a 
bustle all the morning. He was busy 
helping his mama to pack up a basket full 
of all sorts of good things — sugar, tea, a 
nice plimi-cake, and all kinds of fruits and 
nuts, such as I was as fond of as himself. 
Every now and then Paul would run up to 
my cage and say to me — " Ah, Polly ! you 
little know what is going to happen to- 
day!'' or, ''Ah, Poll! you don't know 
how pleased you are going to be!" To 
be sure, I thought sometimes as if he 
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looked at me rather sadly, and I heard 
him say in my hearing, how sorry he should 
be to part from me ; but then, after his 
mama had whispered something to him, 
he was soon merry enough again, and went 
and fetched some beautiful leaves and 
flowers, and placed them at the top of my 
cage, and wove them between the wires of 
it, so that it was just as if I was sitting 
in a bower ; and this he did to shelter me 
from the sun, and because I was to. go a 
little journey. What was my surprise and 
delight when I was taken that very day 
by Paul and his mama, together with the 
basket of good things, to the cottage of 
Kate and her mother. Litfle Paul, though 
he loved me so much himself, gave me 
back again to my old mistress Kate, and 
I was to be with her when my dear old 
friend Jack came home that day. 

Many years have passed since that time, 
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and I am now quite an old parrot, and 
have grown quite grey about the head, and 
do not talk so much as I used, or climb so 
nimbly — ^but still I have not forgotten the 
joy that there was in the little cottage that 
day. 

I remember as well as if it were only 
yesterday, how surprised and delighted my 
old mistress Kate was to have me again, 
and how, with clasped hands and glisten- 
ing eyes she and her mother thanked little 
Paul and his mama again and again for all 
that they had brought to them, as well as 
for giving me back ; and as I looked around 
me, I saw how there was again plenty and 
comfort in the little cottage. I did not 
fear that Kate would be obliged to give 
me away again in exchange for gold. 

Once more, as it had formerly done, my 
cage stood on the little table, near the cot- 
tage window, and the rays of the setting 
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sun fell on my plumage, and made it shine 
out so brilliantly, that every one said they 
had never seen me look handsomer or 
better. 

And then Jack came home, tired and 
dusty and sunburnt to be sure, with his 
stick over his shoulder, and his bundle at 
his back, but very glad to be at home 
again, and to see his mother and Kate and 
old friend Poll. How we all talked ! and 
what a bustle there was in the cottage 
when Jack opened out his bimdle of 
treasures, and took from it more shells and 
coral from the Indian seas, more cocoa- 
nuts and coffee from the dear old Spice 
Islands, more tea from China. Ah ! as I 
sat there on my perch, I could not help 
saying to myself, while I gave my head a 
scratch, how Jack had always been think- 
ing of home, when far away among those 
strange seas and islands at the other side 
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of the world, and that none of the 
costly merchandise brought home by ships 
from foreign lands could oyer give so 
much pleasure as those kind gifts of his, 
nor the money that it fetched give to the 
merchants who sold it so much happiness 
as he felt in giving them to those he loved. 
And so it was with little Paul that day. 

We were very happy to see each other 
again — Kate and Jack and I; but little 
Paul was happier than us all. After hav- 
ing had so many joys and pleasures during 
his little life-time, it was then he first 
knew how happy it could make him to be 
the giver of joy to others — Pretty Paul ! 



THE END. 
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Crown Bvo, cloth, gilt edges, 5s. ; or 9s. with coloured pictures, 

Pleasure-Books for Young Children. 

Profusely Illustrated by John Absolow, Edwabd H. Wxhvxbt, Bnd 
Habbisom Wxir. Price 6d. each, plain ; Is. coloured. 



YIBST SXBIXS. 

Pictures. 

1. Little Bo-Peep ... 7 

2. House that Jack Built . . 12 
8. Cock Robin and Jenny Wren . 6 

4. The Cat and the Mouse . . 8 

5. Death of Cock Robin . .18 

6. Old Dame and her Sixpence . 6 

7. Lifeof Jenny Wren . . 9 

8. Old Mother Hubbard . . 14 

9. LitUe Man and Little Maid . 6 



8XC0VD SXBIXS. 



10. The Three Bean 

1 1 . The Fox and the Geese 

12. Little Goody Two-Shoes 
18. The Charmed Fawn 

14. Bold Robin Hood . 

1 5. The Ugly Little Duck 

16. Puss in Boots 

17. Hans in Luck 

18. Peter the Goatherd 



Pictures. 
6 



6 Books for Young PeopUy 

Merry Tales for Little Folk. 

Edited by Madame Ds Chatblaik. 'With more than Two Hundred 
Pictures by First-rate Artists. In 16mo, cloth, Z*, M. 
" This Tolnme contains about Forty of the long-established favourite 

Stories of the Nursery in England and abrond, re-written or re-translated 

from the original authors, by Maoamb dx Chatblaiv. 

Little Folk's Books. 

Price One Shilling each, handtonulf done up in hoarde. 

1. FirvKT Rhtmbs and Favoubitb Talbs; with Eighty Pictures. 

2. NnnsBBT Hbrobs ; with Sixty Pictures. 
8. Nubsebt Heroines ; with Fifty Pictures. 

4. Faibt Folk and Wokdebfttl Mem ; with Fifty Pictures. 

5. Fab-Famed Tales from the Arabian Nights; with Forty Pictures. 

6. Aladdin and Sivbad; with Forty Pictures. 

7. New Nubsebt Sokos. By Mrs. Pollen, with Forty Pictures. 

8. The Little Fobtune- Teller; or, Obaclbs fob Youth. By 

Caroline Oilman. Illustrated by Kenny Meadows. 

Books for Young Beaders. 

With numerous Illustrations. Crown Svo, ornamental vorapper, 1«. each, 

1. Amusing Tales, by Mrs. Msntle .... 10 Pictures. 

2. The Richmonds* Toub thbouoh Eubopx . .17 Pictures. 

3. The Zoological Gabdsvs, by Frederica Graham 10 Pictures. 

4. Tales and Sketches, by various Authors . • 27 Pictures. 

5. Tales and SKETCHES—Second Series . . .84 Pictures. 

6. HistobicalTalbs, by M. J 10 Pictures. 



Now Publishing Monthly, pbice Sixpence. 

The Charm : A Magazine for Boys and Oirls. 

Comprising Contributions by the most Emhient Writers for the Toung, 
and numerous Illustrations by the most celebrated Artists. 

In Sixteen Numbers, pbice Sixpxnce bach. 

The Pictnre Pleasure-Book. 

Each Number comprises from Fifty to Sixty Engravings by the best 
Artists, printed on stout paper, and stitched in a wrapper, and forms an 
excellent Scrap-Book for Yoimg Children. 

" A word in praise of the charming periodical for children. The Charm, 
which is more eagerly looked for by several youngsters we know than Bleak 
House is by their parents."— Zeoder. 

<' The Charm is an excellent monthly periodical, full of pleasant stories 
and engravings." — Atlae. 

" The Picture Pleasure-BookT is really the child's joy, for it gives him 
eight large folio pages full of woodcuts, executed in the best style of art, 
teaching him natural history, educating his eye to good drawing and graceful 
form, and telling stories in pictures. It is an admirable design, and no house 
that holds children should be without it."— Crt7i«. 

*< These works are now established among the periodical literature of the 
day, and are as popular as they are regular in their issue. A higher order of 
juvenile works, of their class, has rarely been given to the world ; and when 
it is said that their design is excellent, and the manner in which that design 
is accomplished equally valuable, it will be conclusive that the more their 
worth is known, the better will it be for the amusement and instruction of 
the rising generation."— £e/r« Messenger. 



Published by Addey and Co, 



The Apple-Dumpling, 

And other Stories, for young Boys and Girls. 16f}io, cloiht 2«. 6if. ; or 
3$. 6d, with coloured pictures, gilt edge*. 

The Broad-Line Drawing-Book. 

For the Use of Young Children ; containing Eighty Drawings of Olijects. 
Oblong 8vo, cloth, it.; or 7s. 6d. with the Drawings coloured, gilt edges. 
Also issued in Six Parts, 6d, each plain, or Is. coloured. 

Bip Van Winkle. 

By Washinoiom Irviko. With Six Coloured Etchings on Steel, from 
Drawings by Fslix Darlkt of New York. Small 4<o, extra boards, 
gilt edges, Ss, 

Blindness and Cruelty ; 

Or, the Adventures of Edward and Stephen. A Tale. Translated flrom 
the German of Dr. Perder, Founder of the Munich Society for the 
Prevention of Cruelty to Animals. With Four Illustrations. In 16mo, Is. 

LitUe Story-Books. 

A New Series of Moral Tales for Young People, by popular Authors. 
With Frontispieces, &c. 32mo, in ornamental boards, 6d. each, 
1. The Little Emigrant's Birthdat, by Georgina C. Munro. 

Maja's Lesson-Book. 

With Ninety Pictures. Printed on strong cartridge paper. Bound in 
cloth, yilt edges, 2s. 6d. ; or 5s. with coloured pictures. 

Also in Four Parts, price 6d. each plain; Is. coloured. 

1. Maja's Alphabet. Twenty-six Pictures. 

2. Maja's Primer. Forty Pictures. 

3. Maja's Spelling-Book. Twelve large Pictures. 

4. Maja's Reading-Book. Twelve large Pictures. 

Water-Colonr Pictnres by Eminent Artists. 

Printed by the Chromatic process in exact imitation of the originals. 
Mounted on Cardboard, price Is, each. 

1. The Village Dance. By John Absolon. 

2. The Gleaners. By William Lee. 
S. The Cottage Door. By John Absolon. 

4. The Nut-Gatherers. By Edward H. Wehnert. 

5. Cattle at the Stream. By Harrison Weir, 

6. The Hawking Party. By Sir Edwin Landseer, R.A. 

Sacred Pictnres by the Old Masters. 

Beautifully engraved on Wood, and printed with Tints in the best style. 
Imperial folio, price Is. each. 

1. Adoration of the Shepherds. By Rembrandt. 

2. The Holy Family. By Raphael d'Urbino. 

3. The Last Supper. By Leonardo da Vinci. 

4. The Descent from the Cross. By Rubens. 

'* These four prints are highly honourable evidences of what our native 
wood-engravers can do, if they have fitting employment."— ^^Aen^ptim. 

'* Four of the most beautiful wood- engravings that art has produced. All 
the finish and perfection of metal plates has been successfully copied with 
the force and piquancy peculiar to wood-engravings.**— ^</a«. 



Books for Young People. 



Indestructible Books for Children. ^^.i^, 

Obzoxm AL Skkiss. Printed on cloth expreuly prepmrm f p ri ee U. each. 

1. Iksestkuctiblb Alphabet. Twenty -six Pietures. 

2. IvDBSTBUcTiBLB Pbimxb. Foity Pictures. 

S. Ivdxstbuctiblb 8pblliko<Book. Twelve large Pictures. 
4. Indbstbuctible Rxasivo-Book. Twelve large Pictures. 

The Indestructible Lesson-Book. 

Comprising the above Four Parts strongly bound in one Volume, witli 
Ninety Pictures. Price 5s. 

Large Print Indestructible Books. 

Printed on cloth, expressly prepared, with Eight large Illustrations in 
each. Price 6d. each. 



1. Thb ABC Book. 

2. East Wobds. 



8. East Spbllikg. 
4. East Readzmo. 



The Large Print Indestructible Book. 

Comprising the above Four Books strongly bound in cloth. With Thirty- 
three large Illustrations. Price 2s. 6d. 

Watts's Divine and Moral Songs. 

Printed on Indestructible Cloth. With Twenty Illustrations. Crown 
Bvo, Is. cloth. 

Bertie*s Indestructible Books for Children. 

Printed on cloth expressly prepared. Price 6d. each. 



Pictures. 

1. BbBTIB'S HOBM-BOOK. 30 

2. Bbbtie's WOKD-BOOK. 14 

3. Bebtie's Fabm-Yabd. 14 



Pictures. 

4. Bebtie's Woodsioe. 14 

5. Bebtie's Wild Beasts. 14 

6. Bebtie^s BiBD-BooK. 14 



Bertie's Indestructible Treasury. 

Comprising the above Six Books strongly bound in cloth. Price Ss. 6d, 

Havor's Primer. 

Illustrated with Thirty-eight Engravings by Johv Gilbsbt. On In- 
destructible Cloth, Is., on Paper, 6d.; coloured pictures, Is. 

Indestructible Pleasure-Books. 

Printed in Colours on prepared Cloth. 



1. Deatb of Cock Robik. 

2. Old Motheb Hubbabd. 



With Thhrteen Pictures. 
With Fourteen Pictures. 



Illustrated by Habbisok Weib and Johk Absolov. Price Is. each, 
in ornamental cloth binding. Registered pursuant to 5 and 6 Vic. c. 100. 



L 



LONDON: 
ADDEY AN1> CO., 21 OLD BOND STREET. 
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